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Summary: Arriving in a new world isn't as hard when you have your 
best friends with you, and are able to meet some pretty amazing new 
friends on the way. GEN. This started out as a short drable, but I 
just kept coming back to it. I like to think its a bit funny. Rated T 
because of some swearing and such - not much. 


1 . A tree? 

**AN: Don't know when I will update. I already have a few chapters 
ready, but after those are posted, I don't know. I've never been to 
good with finishing stories. My main character might sound a bit 
stoic at first, but he isn't, I'm just no good with starting stories 
Also English is not my first language, so there's probably a lot of 
mistakes . * * 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own How to Train Your Dragon.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>On a cliff covered in tall grass sat a young man a€" or perhaps a 
boy. His slightly wavy, raven-black hair was long enough to cover his 
ears, and he had a lone forelock that went down halfway to his 
straight nose bridge. There were also a few parts of the forelock 
that spread out to partially cover his perfectly shaped eyebrows, and 
almost shadow his blue, evenly spaced, almond-shaped eyes. His high 
cheekbones, delicate jawline, small, sharp chin and ivory skin tone 
gave him an eye-catching look.<p> 

His lips parted slightly as a sigh escaped them and it seemed like 
the whole world sighed with him as the greenery around him bowed down 
from the gust of wind it sent. If you were to look from above it 
would look like the grass had formed a pointing arrow off the cliff 
where the flaming ruin of a city could be seen. 


The boy watched indifferently as bodies were hauled away from the 
burning sight and onto carts. He knew were they would end up. They 



would all be dumped into a ravine not far from the city were wild 
animals and sometimes starving bandits or the impoverished would rip 
them to pieces and gnaw on their raw flesh all the way down to the 
bones . 

Two winged creatures flew down to land on his shoulders, looking down 
at the once beautiful city. One was a colour that resembled the 
radiant golden light coming from what they called 'the Sun', while 
the other had the silver gloom coming from 'the Moon'. They looked 
like small dragons, but instead of scales, they sported feathers. 

They also had four limbs, ears and two tails. _"Are you regretting 
your decision, Lucian?"_ the silver-coloured one asked. 

"_No, he answered without batting an eye. _"We don't mix into other 
people ' s wars . 

Two mangled bodies were thrown onto a cart just then. Only their 
slightly burnt faces were almost recognizable. _"But aren't those 
your ' friends '?"_ the gold coloured one asked almost mockingly, 
earning a short, but effective glance as the dragon-like creature 
trembled slightly. _"Sorry, it mumbled and looked down. The 
dragon-creature's apology was wordlessly accepted with a short but 
caring stroke from its head to back, and it unwillingly gave out a 
small purr of delight. 

The boy stood up and grabbed the black satchel at his side before he 
walked away from the cliff. After continuous walking for about an 
hour, he could suddenly see part of a gigantic tree that he had been 
unable to see before, which was weird since it was at least as tall 
as the mountains in the distance. He looked up, but his view was 
hindered by all the branches. He looked at the two creatures a€" a 
silent request a€" and they immediately began the flight up to the 
top . 

It took them a surprising time of seven minutes to come back down 
again a€" surprising, as they could almost fly as fast as the speed 
of light. When they finally came back, they immediately crashed into 
the soft grass and gasped for air. After a few seconds of relaxing, 
their breathing finally calmed down and Lucian noticed the small 
silver and gold necklace that the silver-coloured creature had 
grasped in its small but sharp claws. 

"_What happened?"_ he asked. The dragon-creatures once again perched 
themselves on his shoulders and used their wings to point up the tree 
where countless elves were descending at a pretty quick pace, though 
it'd probably take them a couple of minutes to get all the way 
down . 

"_We flew as quickly as we could, and it took us about four minutes 
to reach the top!"_ the gold one breathed. 

"_There was a small village with those elves running around, the 
other one said. _"We went up to the building that stood the highest, 
but the only thing inside was this."_ It held out the silver and gold 
necklace . 

"_Yeah! And when we went near it to inspect, elves flowed in from 
everywhere and attacked us ! "_ the gold one huffed. They looked up 
again at the slowly approaching horde. 



"_Diem grabbed it and threw it over to me, telling me to get it back 
to you, the silver one accused and looked begrudgingly at the gold 
one . 

"_0h please, Noctis! I saw you ogling it ! "_ the gold one a€" Diem a€" 
squawked. _"You wanted it just as much as me ! "_ 

"_I thought it would be a nice present to Lucian !"_ the silver one 
a€" Noctis a€" growled and hurriedly handed it over to said boy. 

It was a gold oval locket with a silver rim and chain, adorned with 
an intricate design of dragons and a sapphire as blue as Lucian's 
eyes, in the middle. 

A few of the bravest elves jumped down to attack, but they were 
easily disabled by the two dragons before they got to Lucian. He 
opened it just as the next batch of elves jumped down and a blue 
light protruded brightly from the inside. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I graciously thank you for reading . <strong> 

**If my description of the two dragons was unfathomable, then imagine 
Pina from SAG.** 

2. Where's the Moon? 

**Second chapter!** 

**Please excuse any misspellings.** 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own HTTYD.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>His body was completely still, lying motionlessly under the 
frozen willow tree. If it wasn't for the slight elevation in his 
chest now and then. Diem and Noctis would have thought he was 
dead . <p> 

They weren't sure where they were, but the air around them felt 
different from before a€" not just in it being terribly cold a€" and 
the sky had undergone a complete change. They could only see the Sun 
in the light blue sky, but the Moon was gone. They weren't circling 
around each other as they should be doing and the dark blue sky 
following the Moon was nowhere either. There was only the Sun here 
and the one person they knew they could always rely upon was 
unconscious . 

Noctis wasn't feeling too good either. Physically, he was fine, but 
mentally, he was destroyed. Where was the Moon? What happened to the 
Moon? His connection with the Moon didn't feel weak at all, like it 
was there, but not in sight, but Noctis didn't know how to find it. 
_"Noctis!"_ Diem snapped, stopping the silver-coloured dragon in his 
nervous pacing. _"Relax, we need to wake Lucian! she 
ordered . 


Lucian! Yes, that's what Noctis needed; he needed Lucian to tell him 



that it was OK. They pattered over to him and pushed away the his 
satchel for enough space before putting one glowing wing each over 
him, in a new attempt to heal him. The warmth made the nearby frosty 
grass melt up, but the satchel didn't seem to absorb any moisture. 
Diem had tried to heal Lucian herself first, but it hadn't worked so 
now they were trying together. Lucian didn't have any physical 
injury, but it was like he was in a coma, he just wouldn't wake 
up ! 

Fortunately, it seemed like both of them working together to heal him 
was what was needed and after a few more minutes Lucian opened his 
eyes . 

"_Lucian!"_ the two exclaimed and wrapped their wings around his 
lean, but strong body as much as they could. 

"_We were so scared you wouldn't wake up ! "_ Diem sniffed and nuzzled 
him caringly. 

Lucian stroked their feathers in an effort to calm them down, but 
knew that would be difficult. He looked up at the sky, only to see 
the same as the dragons a€" the Moon was missing! 

He looked down at Noctis, who was shaking violently, and he knew why. 
Dragons like Noctis and Diem were extremely powerful, but rare and 
few because they had a connection with the Sun and the Moon. One 
couldn't expect the Moon and Sun to share their power indefinitely! 
But the Moon, which was always visible, was nowhere in sight which 
explained Noctis' hysteria. 

Lucian got up and grabbed the satchel as the two dragons took their 
usual spot on his shoulders. He walked out from under the sleeping 
willow and away from the frosty field it alone stood on, and towards 
the green forest filled with spruce and pine trees. A sharp, piercing 
whistle could be heard from the direction they were heading, followed 
by an explosion, and Lucian a€" as curious as ever a€" followed the 
sound to a rockslide where a ebony creature was growling bitterly to 
itself . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Thanks for reading ! <strong> 


3. Are they retarded? 
**Chapter 3!** 

**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>"<em>Hello? "<em> Lucian stepped forward, and the creature's head 
shot to his direction before its eyes focused on the boy. It growled 
threateningly at Lucian's approach. 

"_How rude ! "_ Diem growled back. 

Lucian sighed and continued his approach before crouching down in 
front of the black dragon. The dragon's blue eyes were trying to give 



off a glare, but its eyes occasionally drifted towards the two small 
dragons perched on the shoulders of what the dragon thought was a 
human. Therefore showing its confusion towards the two dragons. 

_"Do you need help?"_ the boy asked, but the dragon just glared at 
him, though it was confused as to how in the Hel the boy knew 
dragonese. _"You know, I can help you, his head tilted slightly as 
an amused smirk appeared on his lips. 

The dragons nostrils vibrated slightly with interest and its ears 
perked up and it looked at the boy with badly feigned disinterest. 
_"And what would you want in return, human?"_ it asked. 

Lucian pondered on the assumption of him being human, but didn't 
think it'd be worth saying otherwise and therefore just answered. 

Inf ormat ion . 

Information for freedom? Freedom equals a chance to live. The dragon 
quickly made a choice. _"Fine."_ It hadn't been able to free itself 
anyhow, so it had nothing to lose. Even if the boy killed it, it 
would have died from thirst or hunger, or an attack sooner or later, 
but if the boy really held his word a€" doubtful a€" then some 
information for the dragon's life would be nothing. 

The boy hadn't moved, but suddenly all the boulders were gone and the 
dragon could get away from the pieces of mountain that had trapped 
it. It immediately took the chance and bolted away from where it had 
been trapped just a second ago, and half a second later the dragon 
heard and felt the boulders falling back to the earth. 

Now that the dragon was out from under the rocks one could see its 
features. It had nubs and tendrils protruding from its head that sat 
on a short neck, an enormous wingspan and tail fins. The ebony dragon 
looked back, but dust was everywhere and it was impossible to see. 
_"Now, could you tell us where we are?"_ the dragon heard the boy's 
silvery voice right next to its ear and it let out a surprised 
screech before jumping away. 

It looked back at the rubble. How in the world did that boy do that? 
The dragon wondered to itself what had happened. 

"_Well?"_ the dragon jumped again but didn't emit any sound this 
time . 

"_Oh ! R-Right, it stammered. _"This is an island close to the 
Bog-Burglars, the dragon said this as a human would as it thought 
that the boy was a Viking that had gotten lost on some expedition a€" 
even though the boy looked far too beautiful for a Viking and had 
actually helped a dragon escape, also he spoke dragon language and 
had two dragons with him and looked really confuseda€ 1 OK next time, 
it thought. I'll think through it more. After some thought it came up 
with: _"We ' re in the Barbaric Archipelago . 

"_Right, the boy drawled. Barbaric Archipelago? 

Bog-Burglars ? 

"_Where ' s the Moon?"_ Diem asked impatiently. 

"_The moon only comes up at night of course? the black dragon 
looked at the unusually coloured gold and silver dragons with 



uncertainty about their mental health. The silver dragon's head 
perked up. 

"_Night? And when is this?"_ Lucian asked. 

The dragon looked up at the sun that had already passed the middle of 
the sky, indicating that it would soon get darker. _"Soon? Don't you 
know how the sun and moon works?"_ 

"_Nope, the boy grinned. The three's mental problem's was now 
confirmed for the dragon. _"I'm Lucian, by the way, he smiled at 
the dragon. _"What ' s you're name?"_ 

"_I don't have one," _the dragon said. 

"_Oh? Hmmma€ 1 How about Blueberry?" _he suggested, pointing at the 
dragon's eyes that had the same colour as his own. 

"_What? NO!" _the dragon cried. 

"_Ok, " _he chuckled._ "Anyway, you're a girl right? You sound like 
one, " _he commented. 

"_Yeah? You look like one, " _the dragon growled. _ "But yes I am a 
girl, of course, " _the now confirmed she-dragon a€" dragoness? a€" 
grumbled to herself before she was cut off by the most intimidating 
glare she had ever received. 

"_I do not look like a girl, " _this was said in a surprisingly 
pleasant and calm tone that only made the dragoness a hundred times 
more terrified. When the dragon had said what she had said, it had 
only been a joke. The boy had gentle and delicate features but would 
definitely never be mistaken for a girl. He was also leaner than most 
boys his age but anyone could see that he wasn't skinny; he just 
didn't have a lot of fat on his body. 

"_Looks like I hit a nerve, she tried joking to lessen the chance 
of her potential death. 

"_Yeah, " _Diem sighed. _"When he was younger people always mistook 
him for a girl."_ 

Noctis nodded in agreement. _"Touchy subject, he said. 

"_Ha. Ha. Ha, the boy 'laughed' so coldly that the dragons all got 
small chills. 

"_You know, no one really comes here, ever, as-of-yet unnamed 
dragon spoke up after a short silence. _"So how are you going to get 
away from this place?"_ she asked. 

Lucian shrugged. Even though he had an idea, he didn't feel like 
explaining it to the dragon. 

Said dragon looked down at the ground before she glanced up at the 
boy. _"I could, she hesitated. _"I mean, I _could_ take you to 
another nearby island with people, if you'd like?"_ she 
said . 

"_Sure, that ' d be nice, he smiled. 



"_0k, get on, the dragon lowered her back for the boy to get on and 
they flew up in the air with Noctis and Diem following after. 

A few seconds later, they were gliding over the sea. The sun was 
starting to set and the sky had turned orange and red. They were 
closing in on one of the Bog-Burglar Islands when a loud, shrill wail 
could be heard from their left, away from the island. The black 
dragon slowed down and turned to the direction of the noise. She 
turned her head to look at the boy sitting on her back, but he was 
looking to the noise as well just like the two small dragons. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Thanks for reading ! <strong> 


4 . Let ' s save it ! 

**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>A flash of light appeared against the red sky accompanied by the 
sound of thunder. The boy grabbed a stronger hold around the 
dragoness's neck and they flew off towards the cries echoing over the 
sea . <p> 

A small armada of ships were surrounding one lone dragon when the 
four reached where the sound originated. The crest on the flags of 
the ships resembled the dragon they were trying to down as lightening 
once again shot through the sky. 

"_If the Bog-Burglars knew what they were doing so close to their 
islandsa€l"_ the dark dragon grumbled. 

"_Do you know them?"_ Lucian asked. 

"_Yeah, she drawled. _"They're a tribe of Vikings; the Berserkers. 
They command a vast armada; this isn't even one tenth of it. You have 
probably heard of them, she replied. 

"_I haven't, he deadpanned. 

They remained silent for a few minutes while watching the Vikings 
after that . 

Lucian could feel the dragon tense every time a wail escaped the 
wounded dragon, and he sighed. It was _not_ his thing to get mixed up 
with other people's affairs. Except the ones he disagreed witha€ 1 And 
he certainly didn't like what they were doing, buta€ 1 Oh, who 
cares ? ! 

"_Let ' s go help that dragon already !"_ he exclaimed, and as if she 
had been waiting to hear that, the ebony dragoness immediately shot 
down . 

"_Isn't that nice?"_ Noctis commented, the moon had already made its 
debut on the now dark sky, so everything felt in place for him 
again . 



"_What?" _Diem asked. 

"_Lucian's newfound compassion for other dragons than us, he 
replied, silver sparks emitting from the corner of his maw as he 
charged a blast that would soon be able to take down a small 
mountain . 

At the same time, a horde of boats were sailing on the uneasy sea 
towards the diminishing armada. 

The dragoness was strong and fast, no doubt about it. With just one 
blast of purple-blue plasma two ships went down! Now Noctis and Diem 
could take out this whole cluster of boats but to charge so much 
energy would take them at least a few minutes, but the shots that the 
dark dragon was shooting, she only used half a second before sending 
it out. Lucian didn't know how much damage a serious attack could do 
from the ebony dragon, but he sure as Hel didn't want to be on the 
receiving end a€" ever! 

They charged in for the smaller dragon after the dragoness had shot 
five plasma blasts with the colour of an Amethyst Flame. The blasts 
were all accompanied by the same shrill whistle that had lead Lucian, 
Noctis and Diem to the dragoness in the first place. The small 
purple-spotted dragon was tied down to the deck of one of the many 
ships. All movement had been restricted by the net covering it, and 
men and women were keeping the poor creature in place. 

The St ill-not-named dragoness landed with a _'thud'_ on the deck and 
used her tail to swipe away the unsuspecting Vikings. She grabbed a 
hold of the corners of the net with her claws and flew up from the 
deck with the smaller dragon lying unconscious in the net. This was 
what she had been waiting for. Why she had only shot five times. She 
charged up a shot again, this time using approximately two second 
before finally releasing the shot. Taking out the threateningly close 
ships to allow her a safe pass into the sky again. 

As soon as Lucian and the two dragons were away from the armada, 
Noctis also released the shot he had been charging up for the 
duration of the time the two had been down there saving the dragon. 
The silver sparks had become a ball with a diameter of about three 
metres as it protruded through the sky. 

The ships approaching from the Bog-Burglar Islands were forced back 
by the massive waves as they watched the fleet be obliterated by the 
dense silver flash and the disrupted sea slammed down to even the 
level of the water where the fleet had once been. 

"What in the Hel just happened?" a woman with gigantic breasts looked 
at the now completely empty sea with awe, shock and 
fear . 

"Big-Boobied Bertha!" one other women on the ship saluted. "It seems 
the Berserkers were trying to get their hands on a Skrill using 
violence, in our territory, without our consent, " she reported, "and 
some dragons came to its aid, " the woman pointed at the three figures 
that could be seen in the sky. 

The silver and gold dragons were easily seen no matter how small they 
were, though if the silver one had been standing in front of the 



moon, it'd probably be impossible to spot it. Then there was what 
Bertha was guessing was the dragon that the Berserkers had been 
after, as it was lying in a net. If it hadn't been for the light 
brown colour of the net, it'd been difficult to spot the dragon. But 
what the Hel was holding the dragon up? It was obviously unconscious 
as it was lying motionlessly in the net, so what kind of creature was 
holding the net? 

She thought she could glimpse part of a human figure over the black 
space that held up the unconcious dragon, but that seemed impossible! 
Wait! No, it wasn't impossible. That fishbone son of the chief of 
Berk, Hiccup, had trained dragons! 

She had heard that the heir of Berk had killed some kind of queen 
dragon that had been making the creatures steal their food. If that 
rumour was true, then it would explain why the raids had stopped. The 
rumour wasn't too unbelievable either if you knew that it was a 
_NIGHT FURY_ that the kid had 'befriended'. Bertha had of course not 
believed that before she had seen it. That pitch black cuddle monster 
from Hel that somehow made her heart ache when she had to leave. 

Wait. Pitch black? 

Her head shot up again to look closer at the invisible space that was 
somehow holding up the net. She noticed the absent of stars behind 
said invisible space. A Night Fury? Ah! It must be Hiccup, she 
thought. The boy had been saving dragons from poachers left and right 
the past few years. Now that his mother was backa€ 1 Yeah, that had 
been a shock. 

The dragons had already disappeared from the sky when one of her 
subordinates asked if they should _try_ to give chase. 

"No, we were going to visit Berk anyways so they might know who took 
out the fleet, " she explained, knowing that even if they tried, there 
was no way they could keep up with a dragon, much less a Night Fury 
if her theory was correct . "The Berserkers had it coming, anyways, 
since dragon poaching is illegal." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Thanks for reading ! <strong> 


5. Names 

**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>"<em>Well, that was an eventful night, "<em> the dragoness sighed 
as they all ate breakfast a€" freshly caught salmon, if you're 
wondering. The purple dragon had already been treated by Lucian who 
turned out to be quite skilled at medicinal treatment as he knew 
exactly which herbs would herb the deeper wounds that the small 
dragon had received. 

"_Yeah, Lucian mumbled as he continued eating the warm, cooked 
fish. The dragon they'd rescued had quickly gotten over the initial 
shock of a human a€" as the two larger dragons thought he was a€" 
speaking dragonese. _"So, Lucian spoke up after they had all eaten. 



_"as I was watching you destroy the ships, I couldn't help but 
associate the colour with a particular flower, he said. _"It's 
called an iris, ever heard of it?"_ 

"_Yeah, they grow around here in the summer, the ebony dragon 
replied . 

"_Great, so how about it?"_ Lucian smiled. 

"_How about what?"_ soon-to-be-named dragon asked 
suspiciously . 

"_Iris! As your name! It's a beautiful name, don't you guys think?"_ 
he asked all the dragons. The ebony dragon was too shocked to say 
anything as she only watched him with her mouth agape, but the three 
others nodded frantically at his suggestion. _"Great!"_ he exclaimed. 
The dragoness started protesting, but to no avail. _"Democracy has 
spoken! I hereby name thee Iris!"_ he declared. Iris knew that she 
would not be able to win this, so she snatched another fish for 
herself and grumbled half-heartedly a€" it felta€ 1 good, to have a 
namea€ 1 

"_But Lucian, the purple dragon spoke up in a feminine voice, 
similar to Diem and Iris's, _"how in Midgard did you manage to 
befriend a Night Fury, anyway?"_ she asked, unaware about the three's 
lack of knowledge about the dragons they obviously knew. 

"_Night Fury? What's that?"_ 

Iris was so stupefied that she couldn't even blink normally as she 
and the purple dragon just stared at the unknowing boy sitting there 
with a questioning smile. 

"_Just, you know, one of the most dangerous dragons in the 
archipelago, only second to the Bewilderbeast and Red Death, the 
purple dragon answered. 

"_0h, the two dragons waited as the statement sunk in for the three 
weirdoes. _"Ok, they all smiled. 

If they could, they would have face palmed. 

"_Then, what about you?"_ Diem asked the purple and black 
dragon . 

"_I'm a Skrill, " _she replied, showing off the sharp spines on her 
back and tail and large wing claws. 

"_Do you have a name?"_ Noctis looked at the Skrill. 

"_Yeah, my name is Lightweaver, she answered 
"_Nice, " _Lucian whistled. 

•:k ^ ^ 
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6. Another Night Fury? 



**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 


* * 


* 


><p>"Stoick the Vast, " Bertha nodded a greeting to the chief of Berk 
once she had stepped of her ship that had been secured to the 
docks . <p> 

"Big-Boobied Bertha, " Stoick responded with the same 
greeting . 

"Camicazi!" the, well, big-boobied woman called for her _much_ 
slimmer daughter. 

"Yes mom?" she answered, now standing beside her mother, but Bertha 
just turned to Stoick again. 

"There's something I'd like to discuss," she said to the chief, then 
she turned to Camicazi. "You go find Hiccup and his friends, it's 
about what happened last night, " she ordered. Camicazi immediately 
remembered and understood, she nodded and off she went. 

"We can talk about it in the Great Hall then, " Stoick led the 
Bog-Burglars up to the enormous doors and they all assembled around 
the large circular table. "Well? What's going on Bertha?" Stoick 
asked when everybody was there, Camicazi had arrived at the same time 
as the last of the Bog-Burglars went in the door and his son and 
daughter-in-law and Stoick 's own wife were standing at his 
side . 

"Last night, the Berserkers invaded our waters to forcibly capture a 
Skrill, possibly for military reasons, " the Hairy Hooligans gasped at 
the revelation. Everyone in the Barbaric Archipelago had agreed that 
forcing dragons into becoming weapons were illegal. Not only did the 
Berserkers try to break this law, but they even invaded Bog-Burglar 
Territory. No one needed to say anything to know that this would not 
go unpunished. "However, their attempt was thwarted by other 
dragons, " she looked to Hiccup, friend of the only Night Fury that 
anyone alive had ever seen. "One of the dragons that saved the 
Skrill, was a dragon that could blend perfectly into the night, tell 
me Hiccup, was this you?" she asked the boy. 

"No," he answered, "I haven't been off Berk in a few days now, and I 
have never rescued a Skrill," he said. "Also Toothless can't fly 
without me. Could there be another Night Fury?" he mused. 

"So it wasn't youaC 1 " Bertha mumbled. "There were also two dragons 
with what I presumed was a Night Fury, one silver and one gold, " she 
informed . 

"What? One completely gold and one completely silver?" Fishlegs 
asked. "The only monochrome dragon I've ever seen was Toothless. Oh! 
But the gold one could have been a Fireworm!" he looked at the 
woman . 

She shrugged. "They looked to be the size of a Terrible Terror, " she 
said. "Gold and silver isn't really accurate, " she mumbled, but it 
was audible enough for everyone to hear, "I should rather say that 
they had the colour of the sun and moon, " she finished and all the 



Bog-Burglars that had seen the two dragons nodded in agreement. 

The Hall was quiet while everyone processed the new 
information . 

"Son," Stoick turned to his son, "what do you want to do?" 

Hiccup thought about the possibilities for a couple of seconds as the 
Vikings all waited anxiously, but there was really only one thing 
Hiccup thought would be the right way to go. "If there is another 
Night Fury, then we have to find it!" he spoke. 

The Great Hall was filled with cheers of agreement as even the 
Bog-Burglars chimed in a€" mostly because they knew that their chief, 
Big-Boobied Bertha, had a soft spot for Toothless who most likely 
wanted to find another one of his kind. 
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7 . The locket 

**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>The sky had darkened already and the dragons were sleeping next 
to the fire inside the small cave they had found. The locket that 
seemingly sent Lucian, Diem and Noctis to the place they were in was 
hanging safely around the boy's neck. Lucian was inspecting the 
figures that were part of the design. On the back of the locket read 

a text, but Lucian wasn't all that familiar with the language, though 

he could make out something like 'In times of need' and something 
about tools or maybe weapons. <p> 

Weapons? Lucian sighed. He knew how to use a sword and dagger, he had 
of course been taught different techniques with a varied amount of 
weapons, but he didn't have any of those weapons right now. And if he 
was right about what had happened, then he was in another world 
completely. He sunk back against the stone wall of the cave. A dagger 
would have been nicea€ 1 

There was a sharp shot of pain from the hand he had been lightly 

holding the locket and he immediately let go of it. But the sound of 

_' clink '_ that should come from dropping such a small accessory 
didn't come. Instead there was a louder _' chunk '_. Lucian looked at 
the item in surprise. A dagger. The locket had turned itself into a 
dagger a€" a freaking sharp one too! 

He grabbed the hilt of the beautifully designed dagger, imagining a 
sword and at once the dagger turned into a sword. As he imagined a 
shield, the sword turned into a shield. All of the designs were 
beautiful, even though they were mostly very similar; silver and gold 
colour and a blue stone somewhere it looked nice. But 'gold and 
silver coloured' didn't really cover it, like Diem and Noctis, the 
colour resembled more the Sun and the Moon. 


Lucian turned the item into a dagger and grabbed a fist-sized rock. 



He put it down in front of him and rammed the dagger down on the 
stone only using sheer physical strength. He thought the dagger would 
break, but no, it sliced through the stone like butter. Lucian could 
see the gold coloured part glowing slightly. He pulled the dagger 
easily out of the rock and it stopped glowing, but he then tried 
cutting it in pieces like one would with an apple. As soon as the 
blade came in contact with the rock, it started to glow. It emitted 
warmth that Lucian could luckily, barely feel and easily burnt and 
melted its way through the rock. 

"_That wasa€ 1 interest ing? he mumbled to himself. 

After some more testing, he turned the item back into a locket and 
went to sleep. 
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><p>The dragons awoke to a beautiful melody dancing around the cave 
and echoing pleasantly in their ears. The sound of the music was 
played in such a steady and rhythmic pattern that began to lull them 
back to sleepy oblivion again. But then it stopped, and was replaced 
by an equally a€" though no one dared to admit it, in fear of being 
struck down a€" lovely voice. <p> 

"_Good morning. Sleepyheads, the boy laughed a€" he had already 
transformed the locket back from a flute, and it was hanging around 
his neck. 

Iris was the first to pry open an eye and look at the boy. _"What 
happened to you?"_ she questioned, eyeing his wet hair and 
clothes . 

"_I fell in the ocean !"_ was his cheerful answer, as though it still 
wasn't winter and the water wasn't at the temperature that should 
freeze someone to death. _"Look!"_ he pointed at a finely made basket 
emitting a scent of delicious fish that he'd managed to 
catch . 

"_Where did that basket come from?"_ Lightweaver who had trod over to 
said basket and whipped off the cap with her snout, could barely be 
understood as she spoke with her mouth full of fish. 

"_I made it, he replied grabbing a small fish from the pile and 
letting Diem blaze up a fire a€" as Noctis had already joined the 
Skrill a€" then he skewered the perch with a stick strong enough not 
to break from the fish's weight and grilled it. 

"_It ' s nice, Iris gave it a small push, _"and seems sturdy 
enough, she mused humorously. 

"_What ' s so funny?"_ the boy asked. 

"_You're like a-"_ 

"_Elder brother! Just like an elder brother, Lucian !"_ Noctis 
insisted . 

"_Really?"_ the boy sent Iris a look that made her a million times 
grateful to Noctis for interrupting her from finishing her sentence 
with 'housewife'. 



Ten minutes later they were all done with breakfast and there had not 
been another near-death experience for the dragons . 

"_So, uh, I-I guess I'll get going thena€ 1 " _Lightweaver stammered 
hopelessly. In fact, she wanted so much to stay, but she didn't think 
the little group would accept her so easily. _"Thanks for helping 
me, she bowed her head, as if apologizing for the 'trouble' it took 
a _Night Fury_ to eradicate a small fleet. 

"_Eh? Where are you going?"_ Noctis tilted his head in 
confusion . 

"_I don't know, but I'd only cause you trouble since the Berserker 
tribe will be hunting for me, she said. 

"_But then wouldn't it be safer to travel with us?"_ Iris asked. She 
herself hadn't realized how she had come to rely upon the three and 
had unintentionally recognized and voiced a constant companionship 
with them, even going as far as indirectly inviting another one into 
their little group. 

Lightweaver looked unsurely to the only non-dragon present. 

Lucian shrugged. _"The more, the merrier, he grinned. 
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><pXstrong>Thanks for reading ! <strong> 


8 . Blizz 

**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>Lightweaver was happy. No, scratch that, she was in bliss. Next 
to her was Iris lying on her side and drooling her mouth dry. Her leg 
was constantly kicking the air and Lightweaver absentmindedly 
wondered if she was doing the same thing a€" which she was. The 
reason for this sudden euphoria was simple; Lucian was scratching 
them. It might sound simple to a non-dragon, but letting someone 
scratch your back was a sign of trust so deep, from a dragon's 
perspective, that it could bring the old grumpy veterans to 
tears . <p> 

Not that Lucian knew this. He had just been fascinated by the way 
they reacted to him moving his hands and nails on their smooth 
scales . 

Diem and Noctis were not fans of scratching. Sure, giving a small 
scratch under their chin or on top of their heads, or even a slow 
stroke down their back a€" of course with the direction of their 
feathers a€" was ok. But this? No. And there was a simple reason for 
this; they did not have scales, but feathers. Although they loved 
preening themselves and each other, they were not a fan of 
intentionally having their beautiful feathers ruffed up. 


The two larger dragons were purring in delight and crooning their 



ears out when a familiar, shrill whistle was heard from the sky. 
Lucian stopped and looked to where the sound had come from. There was 
a familiar-looking black shape. It was a dragon with an enormous 
wingspan. He looked down to Iris who was trying to keep her tongue in 
her mouth and her feet from kicking, but was having problems doing 
that simultaneously. He had almost expected her to be gone when he 
had seen the figure flying through the sky. 

"_Is that another Night Fury?"_ he asked Iris. She blinked once and 
looked to the side. She had of course heard the whistle, but she had 
thought that she imagined it, but the sight of another Night Fury 
soaring in the blue sky was definitely real as Lucian had also seen 
it . 

"_Oh? Another one?"_ Lightweaver had also managed to break out of her 
frenzy and was staring lazily at the creature. 

"_Why did it-"_ Lucian's question was cut short as the dragon was 
about to let out another shot before it drew it back just in time, 
again, _"a€ldo that?"_ 

"_Maybe he's searching for something?"_ Iris suggested. That was the 
only thing she could think of. The Night Fury whistle that 
accompanied their plasma blasts could be heard from a long way, 
especially since the sea carried it, and could therefore be a way of 
calling for someone. 

"_How do you know it's a he?" _Lucian asked. 

"_Broader chest and neck and he's slightly larger than the average 
female Night Fury, you know, the usual differencing traits, she 
answered . 

The five were sitting comfortably under a cluster of trees and could 
not easily be noticed. The Night Fury landed in the open clearing 
about eighty feet away, and surprisingly, he had a rider. The rider 
jumped off and took off his helmet. It was a young man, perhaps 
twenty years old, with auburn hair and green eyes. They obviously 
didn't notice the five as the young man started a 
monolog/ dialog. 

"Ah! Why is it so hard to find that Night Fury?! That whistle of 
yours should be heard from across the seas! Doesn't it want to meet a 
fellow Night Fury?! Is it hiding?!" he almost seemed crazy as he 
continued his parade for a few minutes. Lucian quickly realized that 
he could understand what the man was saying even though he had never 
heard the words themselves. But he quickly shrugged it off as 
something caused by the locket a€" which it indeed was. 

"Bud, what do you think?" he sighed and turned to the black dragon 
who had just been sitting there, letting his best friend get it his 
frustration out of his system. 

The dragon shrugged a€" as much as he could a€" at the last question. 
Though he really wanted to find another of his species, he feared 
that his poor friend was becoming a tad a€" more a€" crazy with each 
passing minute. 

"Sorry, Bud," the auburn apologized. "Let's get back, we can search 
again tomorrow," he said, and off they went. 



"Should we have said something?" Lucian looked to Iris the Night Fury 
with large, innocent eyes. 
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><p>"Still no luck?" asked the auburn's wife, Astrid, as he got off 
Toothless . <p> 

"Not yet, " he replied, giving the blonde a peck on both her cheek as 
a greeting. 

"It's been a week since we first started looking for thema€ 1 " Astrid 
sighed . 

"Yeaha€l I'm sorry. I'll be back earlier tomorrow," he said in a soft 
hum . 

"It's fine," she sighed, "I just got back myself, anyways." 

Hiccup smiled and embraced his wife. They stood there for a few 
seconds before heading to their bedroom. 
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9. Hey there! 

**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>Iris and Lucian were flying along an ice-covered coast just 
outside of the Meathead South Island, where their village was 
located. They landed in the forest in the outskirts of the village 
and Lucian jumped off the ebony dragon. <p> 

"_What are we doing here?"_ Iris questioned while looking dubiously 
up at the smoke coming from the nearest building. 

"_Relax! I just want to check things out, he said cheerfully, _"and 
I've never seen a 'Viking' village before, he mumbled after a small 
pause. Iris peered at him, trying to figure out what he meant. How 
could he not have seen one before? 

"_Ok, she sighed at last. _"Is that why we left behind the 
others?"_ she asked, looking to direction they had flown 
from . 

"_Yeah, I just needed a lift, he answered. 

Iris wasn't very fond of being a means of transportation, but she let 
the boy go and have a look. She could use some rest anywaya€ 1 

The sun was high in the sky, so the streets were filled with Vikings 
on the lookout for new weapons, tools, or a delicacy to eat for 
dinner . 



Lucian was ambling in the same Viking-filled streets, looking for 
something interesting. He spotted two young men speaking. 


"So, Hiccup, have you found the rogue Night Fury yet?" a rather tall 
and clearly muscular young man a€" again around twenty years old a€" 
chuckled in a rough voice, throwing an arm around the shoulders of 
the same auburn Lucian had seen talking to himself the day 
before . 

"Not yet," he admitted. "But I'm sure, if there really is one, we'll 
find it!" he declared. 

"Yeah? I hope you do. Hiccup, but what are you doing here?" he 
asked . 

A small blush spread over his cheeks, and he scratched the back of 
his neck while looking down at the ground. "Astrid wanted to buy a 
few thingsa€ 1 " he mumbled. 

The other man gave a hearty laugh while spouting something about 
being wrapped around someone's little finger, which only made the 
auburn blush more. 

An interesting pair, but Lucian needed to buy new clothes that suited 
his new environment more. He had a few change of clothes in his 
satchel a€" don't ask how such a small bag had space for anything a€" 
but they didn't exactly fit in with the other Viking's clothes. 
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><p>Iris's ears perked up at the sound of someone approaching, 
thinking it was Lucian, she stayed still. It wasn't until it was too 
late to fly away peacefully that she realized there were more than 
one set of foot steps . <p> 

"There it is, chief!" a voice sounded from one of the dozens of 
Viking's now surrounding the dragon. 

"Are you sure it's not Berk's Night Fury?" the largest of the men 
questioned one of the people to his side. 

"Positive! Berk's is missing a tailfin and when it flew in, it came 
from the opposite direction of Berk!" he reported. 

"Good!" the chief laughed. "With a Night Fury for ourselves we won't 
be behind the Hairy Hooligans anymore!" 

"But chief?" one of them whispered. "How do we catch it?" 

"That's why we surrounded the stupid beast of course!" most of the 
Vikings laughed, but some still looked worried. 

The Vikings ran in, axes and swords raised high to show that they 
meant business. They reached the Night Fury and gave out loud battle 
cries swinging their weapons down, but before any of them hit the 
dark scales, they fell. Iris had spun her tail around so quickly and 
forcefully that anyone in a nine feet radius were easily knocked 
down. She flew up in the sky and released an ear-splitting whistle 
that echoed over the whole island including the coast of Berk and it 
was soon followed up by a shot that shook the ground. Fortunately for 



the Vikings, that was only a warning shot. 

On the other side of the Village, Toothless' head shot up at the 
sound. Hiccup and Astrid who had just come back to their two dragons 
both looked to the sky. Seeing the black figure, they bolted for 
their saddles and were off. Toothless shot over to the Night Fury as 
quickly as he could and rammed into the poor dragoness. 

"_What the Hel was that for? ! she growled to the overly excited 
Toothless and Hiccup. She had become so used to Lucian being able to 
answer that she completely forgot that not every 'human' could speak 
with dragons. _"Can't you steer him properly? ! "_ she yelled to the 
rider's face, who only stared at her with sparkling eyes. 

Astrid sat comfortably on Stormfly as she too reached the three a€" 
the Nadder couldn't fly as fast as Toothless. "Hey there!" she smiled 
at the dragon. 

The dragon stared her down as Astrid squirmed away from the look, 
while quietly begging the Nadder to back off a bit. She was Astrid 
Hofferson a€" one of the bravest warriors on Berk! a€" but when a 
Night Fury glares at you, it's time to move to another 
cent inenta€ 1 

Toothless and Hiccup also seemed to pick up on the tension and Hiccup 
managed to convince the Night Fury to back off a a€" very small a€" 
bit . 

"_We ' ve been looking for you, Stormfly tried. 

"_Yeah! You saved that Skrill, right?"_ Toothless felt like saying 
something before Stormfly decided to abort mission. 

"_Me and my friendsa€ 1 she responded, but then her eyes caught the 
easily recognizable face of Lucian in the crowd of Vikings. He was 
smiling up to her and giving her a small, joking salute. _"I have to 
go ! "_ she quipped and was immediately darting down towards the boy in 
such a high speed that the air around her almost made the same kind 
of whistle it did when shooting. 

She grabbed a hold of the boy's shoulder and whipped up in the air 
again. Once she was high enough, she let go of him and flew under him 
to catch him, and he was sitting safely on her back. 

The two riders and their dragons were frozen from the shock for a few 
seconds before they gave chase after the two. 

Unfortunately, it seemed that the few seconds the two gained were 
enough to put a long enough distance between the two parties, and 
Astrid and Hiccup lost them. 

Hiccup would have one Hel of an explanation to give to his father, 
but first; why had the Night Fury shot into the forest? 
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10. Dragon treaty 



**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>"Damn!" the chief of the Meathead Islands breathed as he slowly 
got up. He had been knocked unconscious from the shockwave caused 
from the blast and several of his men were still lying in the dirt. 
Though a few had woken up at the same time as their 
chief . <p> 

"Chief! Are you alright?" one of them struggled to get up to help his 
chief, but he lost balance and fell back down. 

"Yes, yes," he mumbled, his voice clearly showing annoyance. "Damn!" 
he repeated, louder this time. "It got away!" he grumbled. 

"What, exactly, got away?" Toothless landed in front of the chief 
with Hiccup on his back. Chief Mogadon of the Meathead Tribe was 
renowned for being a gatherer of rare and envy entailing objects. A 
Night Fury was certainly one of those, and to be fair. Hiccup knew 
that there would be more people than Mogadon who would be willing to 
dirty their hands to get a hold of a Night Fury. 

"Ah!" the chief exclaimed in surprise. "T-that isaCl" 

Ever since the defeat of Drago Bludvist, Berk had been a major rule 
setter on everything involving dragons, and one of the first rules to 
be set was that no one, no matter who, were to use violence to 
forcibly keep a dragon. The act of doing so would measure up to the 
crime of enslaving a human being, and any person found guilty in 
doing so would be punished severely. After the whole archipelago had 
gotten to know dragons themselves a€" some even begun riding them 
like Berk a€" everyone agreed on this rule. Especially because the 
dragons were so much more intelligent than what the Vikings had 
originally thought. 

"Chief Mogadon, what were you trying to accomplish by bringing this 
troop of warriors to the dragon?" Hiccup now spoke in a strong voice, 
different to how he had with Astrid or the young man from the 
Village . 

"We wanted to bring it into our army, " the chief looked the young man 
in the eye. Now that the chief had thought about it a second time, it 
wasn't something he was proud of. They had all signed the treaty with 
one of the most important rules being just what he had almost broken. 
"I will give a formal apologize to the other tribes and take the 
punishment, " he declared. 

Astrid stepped forward, placing a hand on her husband's arm, she 
spoke: "Good, we will take our leave and trust that you keep your 
word . " 

The two got onto their dragons and flew back to Berk to report to 
their own chief. 

k k k 


><p>"<em>Nice outfit, "<em> Diem commented after Lucian jumped off 
Iris, _"so you went into town to buy new clothes?"_ 



He was now wearing a sapphire blue tunic with a simple black broidery 
pattern sewn on the neckline and edge of the sleeves, which were 
tighter than the usual loose Viking clothes. A warm fur to drape over 
his shoulders and back with a black coloured hood with light brown 
fur on the edges attached to the fur hung around him. And his black 
pants also clung to his body like the top did. 

On his feet were some black leather shoes with a thin, light brown 
sheep pelt on the inside. The boots stopped at mid-calf and were 
fastened from around his ankles to halfway up the rest of the boots 
with black leather straps. At last, he was wearing a pair of long 
black gloves with basically the same design as the boots except that 
he could pull back the piece of cloth covering his thumb and the rest 
of his fingers, respectively, and attach it to the cloth covering the 
back of his hand with a button. 

The satchel that was hanging at his hip was placed on the ground as 
he stood beside the two small dragons with Iris right behind 
him . 

"_That was part of the reason, he mumbled and sat down next to the 
two small dragons with a sigh. 

"_Did something happen?"_ Noctis asked. Lightweaver was also looking 
at the boy with an inquiring gaze. 

"_Iris was attacked, his brow furrowed as he petted the top of the 
ebony dragon's head with a fond, but worried look. 

"_Don't look at me like that! I can take care of myself, those thugs 
couldn't even put a scratch on me ! "_ she burst out, her voice, if it 
was possible, was tinged with embarrassment. 

"_You sure?"_ Lightweaver asked, still distressed that her new friend 
had been attacked. 

"_0-0f course ! "_ she exclaimed. Her tail was swishing dismissingly 
behind her, and her ears lay tightly against her head as she 
viciously nodded for emphasis. 
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><p>"You're telling me that the Night Fury you've been looking for 
has a rider? ! " Stoick had to repeat what his son had told him for it 
to sink in properly. They had all gathered in the Great Hall once 
Hiccup and Astrid had arrived back with information on the sought 
after dragon. <p> 

Mumbling had started erupting from the silence that had been held as 
the two had filled them in on what happened on Meathead Island. 

"At least we now know that there really was a Night Fury, " Tuffnut, 
the male twin of the two blonds, spoke. 

"That's true," Ruffnut added. "Before, we weren't even sure if there 
really was another Night Fury, but now we _know_, " she said. The 
twins had matured _a bit_ and could be serious if the situation 
needed it, and this was one of the rare times they displayed their 
newfound competence instead of their usual foolishness and 



explosiveness. Their words lifted some of the pressure that the 
villagers had felt about the revelation of a possible threat. It 
wasn't the fact that a new rider had appeared in the skies that had 
caused the previous tension, but the fact that a _Night Fury_ 
accompanied said rider whose intensions were unknown. 

Stoick released a heavy sigh. "Did you get a good look at the guy?" 
he asked, his booming voice was enough to silence the rest of the 
whispers even though the question was meant for the young man and 
woman standing beside him. 

"Not really, " Hiccup admitted. 

"We didn't expect the dragon to just shoot down like that and grab 
the boy, " Astrid mused as she remembered the tremendous speed that 
the dragon had used. She knew that Toothless could fly just as fast, 
but she and the others always forgot because they were never around 
when the two best friends were going at their quickest a€" there 
wouldn't even have been a chance for them to keep up anyways. 

"Boy? So he was young?" a voice piped up from somewhere. 

"Yeah," the two nodded at the question. "He looked a bit younger than 
us, I think," Astrid said, "though not by much." 

"Ok!" Stoick clapped his hands. "We will send out more people each 
day," he declared. "There haven't been any threats or the like, so 
even if we send out a few more riders to look for the two, it 
shouldn't be a problem." 

The assembly dissolved as they all went to their Family Halls. 
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11. Kidnapping is the new 'Hello' 
**Disclamer: I don't own HTTYD.** 
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><p>"<em>Where to now my friends?"<em> Lucian asked as they all 
soared through the sky painted white with all the snow that was 
falling . 

"_Somewhere dry, Diem muttered as she rustled her feathers slightly 
in an attempt to get rid of the snow that had sneaked its way on the 
silk-like, golden and once neat tufts. 

"—Agreed, Noctis huffed as he did the same. 

"_You twoa€ 1 Lucian sighed. _"Don't make me throw a snowball at 
youa€ 1 he smiled threateningly, his teeth bared in an intimidating 
grin . 

"_Y-You wouldn't dare ! "_ Diem exclaimed as she instinctively flapped 
her wings in a way that stopped her movement so that she could easily 
turn around and flee. Noctis on the other hand, just rolled his eyes 



and kept flying, knowing that Lucian wouldn't do anything like that. 
Probablya€ 1 


At the sudden insecurity, he felt the need to slow down as well to 
have a chance at escaping should his friend turn on him. 
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><p>Snotlout, a bulky young man with short stubs of a beard and a bit 
more of a moustache trying their best to grow out, was sitting across 
his red Monstrous Nightmare. He was scouting the area around one of 
the islands closer to Berk a€" The Peaceable Country. At least he 
thought he was, but with the blizzard he was in, it was difficult to 
scout much of anything. The only reason he wasn't dying from the cold 
was that the dragon he was currently sitting on was like an oven, so 
it wasn't too bad.<p> 

He continued flying through the hail of snow that kept thinning out 
until he was able to see longer than just his dragon, and he spotted 
a very familiar island. Crap, he thought, that was Berk. The small 
almost oval-shaped island was easy to recognize for the young man who 
had flown over and around it enough times a€" and more a€" to have 
memorised it. 

He spotted a few figures flying lazily before the island. At first, 
when he spotted the sleek black dragon that contrasted with the white 
snow and the figure astride on the ebony reptile, he guessed; Hiccup 
must be back too. The conclusion was understandable as up till these 
last few weeks they had only known of one such dragon. But as 
Snotlout looked closer, he spotted a few more figures that 
accompanied the first; one slightly familiar-looking purple dragon 
and two smaller figures. The golden one was the easiest to spot as it 
contrasted more to the white all around them, but he was able to spot 
the silver one too when it rustled its feathers. 

What Snotlout also noticed was that the rider was not wearing the 
same as Hiccup usually did. He was wearing a warm-looking fur and a 
black hood was pulled over his head, while Hiccup _always_ wore a 
mask when flying nowadays. 

A bell seemed to ring in the back of Snotlout 's head as he glanced at 
the two smaller dragons: "There were also two dragons with what I 
presumed was a Night Fury, one silver and one gold." 

This was from the first time they received any knowledge about the 
newfound Night Fury. When Big-Boobied Bertha had requested a word 
with the whole tribe. If Snotlout wasn't deceiving himself a€" which 
he often was a€" then Bertha had also mentioned something about them 
being the same size as a Terror. 

Snotlout urged his dragon forward at the quickest speed Hookfang 
could muster. They dove at the two smaller dragons a€" a plan had 
formed in the back of Snotlout 's head. Hookfang plucked the two 
dragons out of the sky in one foot each, trapping them between her 
claws like they were prison bars. 

"Snotlout! Snotlout! Oi ! Oi ! Oi ! " he rejoiced loudly as he used the 
Night Fury rider's confusion to rapidly dart through the air towards 
the Village a€" he knew he had no chance in a race against a Night 
Fury, but Berk was a small island, and he should be able to use the 



stun that came from the surprise kidnapping to get to the Hairy 
Hooligan Village. 


Lucian's head shot to the direction of the shout he heard as his eyes 
hit the sight of two of his most treasured and long-lasting 
companions being carried in the claws of a giant red dragon. 

Toothless had also noticed the abduction and had hurriedly turned 
around to rescue her comrades. The Skrill followed to the best of her 
abilities, but was still a few dozen metres behind the born aerobatic 
dragon . 

Vikings stopped to look up at the sky as they heard the thundering 
roar of the Nightmare. Snotlout was pointing and shouting about the 
two hostages in the Nightmare's claws so two Vikings went forward to 
secure the two trembling dragons from her claws before she 
landed . 

Hiccup and everyone else had been waiting for Snotlout to return from 
his search, as it had been too cold for them. They walked up to 
Snotlout and was about to question him about the two small dragons 
when a fierce roar was heard from up ahead. 

They all looked up to see a pitch black dragon bolting down towards 
them with a purplish light emitting from its mouth and a hooded 
figure sitting atop the creature. The shrill whistle of the Night 
Fury echoed through the sky as it shot right between the four 
involved with the golden and silver dragon; the two Viking men who 
were currently confining them, the red dragon and Snotlout. 

It landed with a harsh _'thud'_ and snow flew up around them at the 
movement. It roared once again as the rider of the Night Fury who had 
leaped off the dragon as soon as it was close enough to the ground 
and dashed to Snotlout. He currently held a _very_ sharp looking 
dagger to the young man's throat. What could be seen of his face from 
under the hood was mostly the teeth-baring mouth that emitted a a€" 
frankly a€" bone chilling and terrifyingly low growl that was somehow 
heard by everyone. 

Another roar was heard from the sky as the Skrill landed beside the 
seething Night Fury, and the enraged purple dragon let out its own 
threatening rumbles. 

"Wait! Please wait!" Hiccup slowly approached the hooded dragon rider 
with his hands up and a pleading tone in his voice. 

The boy slipped passed the petrified Snotlout. In a flash he was 
standing between the two Vikings holding the dragons captive with 
dual daggers in his hands. The two Vikings both had one shimmering 
blade each against their throat when a calm, cold bark of an order 
was heard from the dragon rider. 

"Let go of them at once." 

The fear-stricken Vikings immediately complied. 

Diem and Noctis darted hurriedly to the two larger dragons, trembling 
a bit as the larger dragons tried comforting them while sending out 
warning growls and rumbles to the Vikings they felt were a little too 
close to the small dragons. 



The whole village had gathered around in a circle to watch what would 
happen, except for Hiccup's dad. The giant, redheaded Viking had 
without thinking jumped into the circle of people to tackle the boy. 
However, the boy's reflexes seemed to be quite sharped as he simply 
stepped back a couple of steps, into a defensive position, and, 
amazingly, Stoick managed to land on his feet. He swung the heavy 
hammer in his hands at the boy, but the boy's arm shot forward as he 
cut the iron head of the hammer cleanly in two. 

The pure metal fell to the ground with a _'bong'_. 

Stoick the Vast's eyes widened as he realised what had happened. He 
looked to the weapon in his hand that used to weigh double of what it 
currently weighed. Then he looked down to the sliced off piece of 
metal in the ground, just to assure himself that he wasn't imagining 
it . 

The Vikings weren't sure what had happened, but seeing that their 
chief was in danger, they rushed forward. Deafening war cries sounded 
as they raised their swords, axes, hammers, shields, buckets, 
snowballs, basically anything that could be used as a weapon, and 
charged at the boy who stood as composed as a mountain. 

"STOP!" Stoick bellowed. The Vikings stopped in their tracks, 
wondering why their chief had stopped them. "That's enough!" he 
grumbled. He looked to the boy, but not with seething anger or a wish 
for revenge. Rather, there was a small twinkle of a smile in his eyes 
threatening to break out on his lips. "You came here to rescue your 
friends, right?" he asked. 

The boy nodded. 

"Well, I apologize on behalf of my nephew, " his head bobbed in 
regret. "We have been looking for another Night Fury for quite some 
time, and we wanted to speak with you, but we never wanted to scare 
or hurt your friends at all. That was never out intentions," the 
Viking spoke sincerely, and his brow furrowed at the mention of 
hurting the dragons. 

Stoick looked to the Night Fury and Skrill standing loyally behind 
the boy. The two smaller dragons sat under the wings of the larger 
dragons and were shaking slightly now and then and trying to clean 
their feathersa€ 1 Stoick had never seen dragons like that 
before . 

Hookfang let out a soft croon to the boy. Usually, she was a very 
fierce dragon a€" the boy in front of her had even threatened her 
Snotlout's life! a€" but somehow, the presence of the young boy 
mellowed her temper and she was only left with understanding. The boy 
must have panicked when she had grabbed his friends. She 
absentmindedly noticed that all the dragons had the same warm 
reactions to the boy as her. 

The boy didn't answer Stoick. He didn't care what their intentions 
were. He didn't want anything to do with them. He carefully glanced 
away from the Viking, in case he attacked again, and spotted Iris and 
Lightweaver. They both looked quite scary as they growled at anyone 
who accidentally shifted their weight or leaned any closer than ten 
metres. He stepped back to get closer to his friends. 



"Ah!" Stoick reached out a hand. "Please wait!" he pleaded. But the 
boy had already bolted to his friends. However, Toothless had also 
darted over to the dragons . 

"_Please don't go ! "_ the dragon begged Iris, figuring that the boy 
wouldn't understand what he was saying. 

Lucian let the dragon speak for herself as he stood between 
Lightweaver and Iris. _"You attacked our friends, she growled. Her 
tail was swishing aggressively behind her and she wrapped her wings 
protectively around Noctis a€" Diem was in the embrace of 
Lightweaver . 

The Vikings waited anxiously as Toothless crooned and hummed 
pleasantly while the other dragon growled and snarled in response. 
Noctis had already moved over to Lightweaver, to sit next to Diem 
because she was trotting and using her wings to look more 
threatening, making it difficult for the small dragon to 
relax . 

Valka, a tall brunette with a few greying hairs, stepped up to the 
two bickering dragons in an attempt to reconcile. Iris crawled back 
at the woman's approach, a rumble escaping her throat. Her hands were 
bare as she slowly crept to the dragon. She raised her hand, palm up, 
and let it fall down again as she closed it. Iris' head followed and 
with a moan she dropped into the snow on her back, letting the woman 
pet her from her neck to chest, all the while kicking her leg slowly 
and letting out sounds of delight. 

The woman lifted her hand off the dragon and stood up to look at the 
boy, who casually leaned against the Skrill. Valka thought she saw 
the corners of his lips twitch slightly upwards at the sight of the 
ebony dragon kicking her left leg in the air. 

"Please, " she started, "as my husband said, " she looked to Stoick, 

"we mean you no harm. We only wish to speak with you." 

Though she couldn't be sure, as his hood hid his eyes, she was sure 
the boy was looking at them with scrutinizing eyes as he silently 
stood there. Cloud jumper came up behind Valka and blinked owlishly at 
the boy. 

The snow hadn't fallen for a few minutes, without them noticing the 
change. But now that it had stopped, Lucian pulled back the warm hood 
and looked indifferently at the woman a€" no anger or amusement in 
his eyes as he merely gazed at her. Valka and the rest had to force 
the words 'adorably scary' back down their throats. 

"Your ways of engaging conversation is rather savage, " he stated 
plainly . 

"Hey!" Snotlout shouted. "I only did that to get your attention! It's 
not like the _dragons _can't take it!" he defended. 

"You ruffled their feathers, " Lucian replied. How he managed to hold 
a straight face while saying this may never be known. 


"What does that matter? ! " Snotlout looked like he was losing 
it . 



"They are vain creatures, " he deadpanned. 


Astrid's eyes widened. "Of course! I know what you mean! Stormfly is 
always preening herself and gets super pissed if anyone tries to mess 
up her beautifying, " she exclaimed, "as if that would ever be 
possible," she petted said dragon fondly. 

All the Vikings looked to the two dragons sitting under the wings of 
the Skrill and grooming themselves and each other. Once in a while 
one of them would point out with one of its small front legs a€" 
arms? a€" and make a sound that everyone swore sounded like 'you 
missed a spot', before going back to sorting the feathers and making 
sure that all the snow was out. 

They stopped staring when the boy suddenly moved and started walking 
towards Hookfang. The Vikings scurried around to prepare in case of 
an attack on the red dragon, who sat calmly and watched the boy 
approach. However the boy stopped and picked something off the 
ground . 

"This is proof, " he showed the golden object to the rest of the 
Vikings. "Poor Diem even lost a feather," he spoke. A screech was 
heard from the golden dragon as the words found their way to her 
ears . 
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><p>Noctis had to comfort the golden dragon as she grieved the loss 
of her feather a€" so much that she had almost demanded a funeral for 
it a€" for the next few hours. She had urged Lucian to leave plenty 
of times, but the boy had only smirked and reprimanded her about 
stealing away Iris' time with her new 'boyfriend'. Toothless, which 
always earned a chain of loud refuting outbursts from Iris, followed 
by a series of huffs and exasperated sighs. But at least it cheered 
Diem up, so Iris' annoyance was mostly half-hearted . <p> 

The other dragons had also taken to teasing a certain Night Fury, 
Toothless, while they were in the Great Hall, watching Lucian and 
their humans eating and speaking. After the golden dragon's outcry, 
Lucian hadn't been able to keep up the cold faA§ade and had burst 
into laughter. His silvery laughter had made the Vikings freeze out 
of shock and warm up at the same time, and it quickly spread as the 
whole tribe started laughing at a sour Diem's expense. Some had even 
shed a few tears from the laughing a€" though no one dared admit it. 
After that, they had an easy time befriending the 
boy . 



"_Toothless~ Hookfang drawled the word out in a soft tune, but 
Toothless could sense the hidden malice as he quickly switched his 
gaze from the pleasant picture of Iris half-sleeping next to 
Lucian . 

Lightweaver wasn't next to him as well because she had taken to 
making her acquaintance with the other dragons, and was therefore 
standing next to Stormfly. 

"_I'm sorry, her words were suspiciously honeyed, _"I called you to 
ask you a question, but I wasn't looking, and I therefore wasn't 
aware how much you enjoyed ogling the beautiful Miss Iris, she 
taunted a€" good-naturedly, of course. 

"_T-That ' s , his breath hitched like he'd just choked on his own 
imagination. _"I wasn't !"_ he insisted, his tail swishing so 
nervously behind him that it threatened to smash the closest 
table . 

"_Calm down. Lover Boy," _the Skrill urged, _"you'll break 
something ! 

Toothless immediately stopped and looked to the empty table; a few 
Vikings were scurrying away from it with their trays in their 
hands . 

"_As far as I know, Lightweaver started, _"Night Furies are really 
rare. So shouldn't you take this opportunity, as it might be your 
last?"_ 

"_0-0pportunity? ! "_ he squeaked a€" a manly squeak! _"What do you 
mean o-opportunity ? "_ he asked, his head bowed as he feared the 
answer . 

"_To mate, she deadpanned. 

Toothless was not ready for this answer. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Iris carefully stepped over someone's sleeping form. All the 
Vikings had been so drunk that they had fallen asleep in the Great 
Hall. Lucian had also been given a few drinks and was therefore 
sleeping peacefully with his head resting on his crossed arms that 
lay on the table a€" if anyone were awake to see him they would be 
greeted by the picture of a dark-haired angel resting his 
eyes . <p> 

She made her way to the other dragons who had all sat, or laid, down 
in one of the corners and were speaking to each other in hushed 
growls and rumbles, and a few squeaks now and then. 

"_Hi, she said in a modulated growl and sat down next to the Skrill 

who had laid down to rest. They all murmured their greetings. 
Toothless and a few others had fallen asleep. 

After a short silence where they just watched the forms of the 

sleeping dragons as their chests moved up and down when they 

breathed, creating a calm and pleasant rhythm, Lightweaver suddenly 
spoke. _"What do you think of Toothless, Iris?"_ she asked 



casually . 


Iris was a little surprised by the unexpected question, but decided 
to answer her friend. After a short minute of thinking and watching 
the dragon lay unconscious on the stone floor, tranquillity clear on 
his face, she responded. _"He has a desirable build; broad chest, 
extremely long wingspan and clearly he has a strong psyche as he was 
able to survive the loss and panic that would undoubtedly occur from 
losing part of his flight, she looked at his missing tailfin. _"He 
seems kind, with a healthy bit of pride, she chuckled. _"He is an 
admirable dragon, she concluded. 

"_That ' s all true, but what about your feelings? I've heard Night 
Furies stick together once they find their mate, the Skrill 
said . 

"_Yes, when Night Furies first find their mate, it's for life, which 
you should know is a very, very long time for a Night Fury, the 
ebony dragoness responded. _"But I'm still too young to think about 
finding a mate, she said. 

"_How old are you?"_ Stormfly inquired. 

"_Just around twenty winters, she replied. 

"_Then you're almost the same age as Toothless, Stormfly 
informed . 

"_Yeah, he didn't strike me as an old geezer, Iris barked a€" but 
not loud enough to wake anyone a€" earning a chuckle from the 
two . 

"_I thought you'd be older, no wonder you aren't looking for a 
mate, Lightweaver chuckled. _"Though Toothless seems plenty 
interesteda€ 1 she quipped. 

"_He ' s a boy. What can you do?" _she asked rhetorically. _"What about 
you then, Lightweaver? How old are you?"_ Iris looked at the 
dragon . 

"_Thirteen winters, she replied. 

"_Skrills mature after about forty winters, no?"_ Stormfly 
asked . 

"_Yeah. We start slightly before most other dragons, except the 
Terrible Terrors, Common-or-Garden-Dragons and Basic Brown's, of 
course, she said. 

"_How long do you plan on staying?"_ Stormfly tilted her head 
slightly as she asked. 

"_We can't stay for too long, Iris replied. 

Lightweaver nodded in agreement. _"Diem is still freaking out and I 
don't think Noctis is very fond of so many people, she said. _"I 
also am a bit reserved around humans, she added quietly. 

Stormfly nodded her head in understanding. She knew that the Skrill 
in front of her was the one who had almost been captured by the 



Berserkers, who would have done Odin knows what to her. She also 
guessed that even though the Skrill was young, barely older than a 
hatchling, and even though the humans had a treaty that prohibited 
enslaving dragons, the Skrill had probably had her life threatened 
before. Some humans were very scary. Stormfly knew this. 

"_Lucian seems nice, Stormfly chippered, trying to cheer up the 
dragon . 

It seemed to work as both Lightweaver and Iris suddenly, and 
involuntary, got an almost goofy expression. _"He's the best ! "_ the 
two declared at the same time almost wagging their tail, but managing 
to hold still because of the dragons that would be smacked if they 
moved . 

They talked a bit more before going to sleep with everyone else a€" 
Diem and Noctis had descended from their perch on the support beams 
in the roof and had fallen asleep on the two dragons instead. 
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><p>The next morning Hiccup thought to give Lucian and the dragons a 
tour around Berk and a few other islands as it turned out that Lucian 
hadn't seen a lot of the Barbaric Archipelago . <p> 

First, they went to some of the neighbouring islands, but Lucian 
caught sight of a frozen wasteland positioned over Visithug 
Territory . 

"That's just the Frozen Isle of Nowhere," Hiccup informed after he 
flew up beside the boy. 

"Let's go there!" Lucian exclaimed with an excited smile on his 
face . 

"What?! You-" 

No one wasn't listening, because they had already darted to the icy 
isle. Hiccup sighed and shook his head with exasperation, but a small 
grin appeared on his face as he shot down after the weird, little 
group of four dragons and a boy. 

When he found them, Lucian had been knocked down by a small, fast 
shape that just wouldn't stay still enough for Hiccup to see what it 
was. He thought about helping Lucian out, but the boy was laughing 
and trying to get the scurrying shape to stop jumping on his chest 
and licking his face. 


He finally managed to get a hold on the little figure and started 
scratching it. 



It had dark brown fur-like scales and a pale belly, a horn under its 
chin and tail fins. Hiccup realized it was actually a Woolly 
Howl ! 

"Lucian, Woolly Howl's," he pointed at the baby dragon, "are far from 
cuddly!" he warned. 

"Really?" he looked down at the now tired hatchling, who looked up at 
him with innocent childishness. "It looks so cute," he mused while 
scratching its chin. 

"Well, I guess it might be ok since it's a hatchling," he seemed 
relieved as the dragon hadn't bit off the boy's finger. "But where 
are its parents?" he wondered while looking up at the sky. Not that 
he would have noticed a Woolly Howl from the ground as its pale belly 
lets it blend in with the cold, white clouds in the sky. 

The dragon made a few squawks while looking at the black-haired boy, 
and Lucian, Diem and Noctis got a sympathetic look in their eyes. 
Toothless' and Iris' ears lay flat against their heads and the Skrill 
stepped forward with a coo. _"Poor boy, she said. 

"They died a couple of days ago, " Lucian conveyed to Hiccup, who had 
easily figured out that the boy understood what the dragon were 
saying . 

The small dragon hatchling nuzzled the boy and made himself 
comfortable in his arms before falling asleep. 

"What are you going to do with it?" Hiccup asked as he carefully 
stepped forward to watch the sleeping form of the dragon. Hiccup 
didn't have the best of experience with Woolly Howls. 

"Take care of him, I guess?" he answered while sliding his fingers 
over and between the soft and warm fur-like scales. 

He got up, still with the dragon safely embraced in his arms, and got 
onto Iris. They took off and flew over Visithug Territory to get back 
to Berk. 

"_Wait ! "_ Lightweaver screeched. The others followed as she flew down 
to land on one of the many cliffs. 

On the stone cliff lay a wounded, glowing, neon blue dragon with a 
lighter underbelly, split tail, spines and transparent wings. Its 
body was covered in small spots that almost resembled the night sky. 
"Ah, that's a Flightmare!" Hiccup exclaimed. 

"_Hey what happened? ! "_ the Skrill asked frantically. The wounds were 
pretty deep, and it seemed like the dragon didn't have any time 
left . 

Diem and Noctis tried healing the dragon. Its wounds closed and it 
regained consciousness . It looked up at the two dragons trying to 
save its life. 

"_It ' s useless, she said. _"I'm far too old and will die in a 
couple of hours. I have lived longer than I thought possible and now 
I will die, her voice sounded very tired as she laid her head down 
on the cliff. 



"_Then we will stay with you until then, Lucian sat down next to 
the dying dragon. If she didn't have much time left, he might as well 
comfort her till she dies. 

The dragon looked up at the boy. _"You speak dragonese, she mused. 
She looked at the small Woolly Howl still lying in the boy's arms. 

The hatchling couldn't be more than a few months old. _"Will you do 
me a favour, human?"_ she asked. 

Lucian didn't know what it was with everybody thinking he was human, 
but he didn't try to object. _"How can I deny you one?"_ was his 
answer . 

The dragon would have smiled if she had the strength to. She had held 
her wings closed around her, but now she opened one to reveal an egg. 
The exterior of the egg looked a lot like the dragon's own scales, 
and it was ever so slightly transparent which allowed them to discern 
a figure inside the egg. 

"_This egg is the last one my youngest daughter had before she was 
killed by the hands of poachers, she began. _"Us Flightmares used 
to regularly feed on the glowing algae that can be found here, 
because it was a part of our diet, but we no longer need it and there 
are many dangers here. Therefore most of the Flightmares have fled 
the Barbaric Archipelago, she said. _"So I beg of you to take this 
egg to what's left of my children and family, she pleaded. 

Lucian looked to his dragon companions. There was no doubt. _"0f 
course, I will do my best ! "_ he declared solemnly. He gently lifted 
the egg and carefully wrapped it in a soft coat a€" that the gods 
knows how could have fitted inside the little satchel a€" before 
slipping it into the satchel were it again somehow fitted. However, 
it was secured by much more than just a simple coat and the outside 
of a satchel. _"But how will I know if I'm giving the egg to your 
family?"_ he asked. 

A small vibration sounded from the Flightmare's throat as it laughed. 
_"It does not need to be one in my family you give it to, I'd just 
prefer it, she said. _"The more intelligent dragons like me and 
your friends, she remarked as she looked to all the dragons, even 
the little hatchling, _"will adopt dragons who have lost their 
parents . 

"_Should I perhaps not have taken with me this little one then?"_ he 
asked regretfully, fondly looking into the baby Woolly Howl's bright 
and curious purple eyes. 

"_As long as you take care of him, there will be no problem, she 
stated, and laughed again as the boy in front of her perked up at 
this information. _"Therefore, if you are unable to find another 
suitable parent for the egg, as long as you will protect it, I have 
no qualms about you parenting it, she finished weakly, but she was 
glad that she had been able see the caring and resolute look in the 
boy's eyes before her eyelids fell closed. 

The dragon heart stopped. They sat for a while to mourn the 
passing . 


Before they left. Hiccup concluded that it would be best to burn her 



body as it would be shameful for the dragon if any hungry animals or 
other dragons were to try and eat her corpse. After the short 
funeral, Lucian decided to head south right away to look for the 
Flightmares. Hiccup left to inform of Lucian's early departure and 
the reason for it. They gave their goodbyes before going their own 
way . 
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><p>"<em>Lucian, I'm tired of flying, "<em> Lightweaver said. Her 
wings were stiff from all the flying she had done that day and 
before, and she really wanted to just rest for a bit. 

"_Me too, he answered. 

On the horizon in front of them were thousands of small islands. 

There were gigantic sea cliffs, tricky currents and needle sharp 
rocks. Its eerie atmosphere almost led them to believe it to be 
haunted, but they were all pretty tired, so they zoomed over to the 
islands, before stopping in the air as a ferocious roar reached them 
over the uneasy sea. 

They approached the cluster of islands more carefully now. On one of 
the most central and largest of the many islands were two enormous 
dragons . 

On the ground was a dragon with a long white snakelike body, red 
eyes, a large chomping mouth that showed rows of long sharp teeth and 
small wings. 

All around the albino dragon were much smaller versions of the 
dragon, just with another colour combination. They had large heads 
and mouths, sharp spines, white bulging eyes, greyish and steel blue 
snakelike bodies and red highlighted spikes. 

They were surrounding the dragon as they slowly approached with 
unintelligent hisses. 

"_Those are Whispering Deaths ! "_ the Skrill exclaimed. _"And I think 
that's a 'Screaming Death', though I'm not sure, she mumbled. 

The Woolly Howl hatchling started squirming in fear once it spotted 
the second giant dragon, which was even larger than the first. Its 
body was dark in colour and it had large spikes protruding from the 
back of its neck, large tusks and fins around its tail. Its eyes were 
mere slits as some kind of purr-like sound emitted from its throata€ 1 
or perhaps the dragon's mind, and echoed through the Whispering 
Deaths ' ears . 


The Woolly Howl started shaking his head back and forth as if to 
dispel something. Lucian carefully stroked the dragon's chin and he 



relaxed against Lucian's hand, though he still seemed to fear the 
larger dragon. 

"_The Screaming Death is the Whispering Deaths 'king' in a way, 
Lightweaver informed, _"so why would they turn on him?"_ she asked no 
one in particular. 

"_It ' s because of him, Iris wasn't focusing on the large tusked 
dragon, but rather on the boulder-of-a-man with dark brown hair and 
beard in dreadlocks, sitting on one of the dark dragon's 
tusks . 

"_Who ' s that?"_ Lucian also looked at the man. 

"_His name is Drago Bludvist, Iris informed. 

"_Ah? ! the Skrill wobbled a bit in the air, but quickly regained 
her grace. _"Wasn't he and his Bewilderbeast defeated by Hiccup and 
Toothless, she looked down at the man. She had of course heard all 
the legends that surrounded the Night Fury and his rider, but she 
hadn't known it was the two from Berk the rumours had been about, so 
it had been quite a shock to her. But if he was defeated, why was he 
here? 

"_They never killed the man or his dragon, they let them go, Iris 
answered . 

"_So they're trying to get those small dragons to attack the large 
dragon?"_ Lucian asked. 

"_His Bewilderbeast probably can't command the Screaming Death, 
especially since it's actually a mutation, but also because of his 
size and power, Iris said. _"The power he gets from the Whispering 
Deaths who all worship him as their king willingly. He probably wants 
the Whispering Deaths to follow him, she finished. 

The baby Woolly Howl started trembling out of fear as he looked down 
at the giant dragon and the man who controlled it. 

"_Hey, Lucian cooed in a soothing tone, _"what ' s the matter?"_ he 
whispered . 

"a€l_Mom and dad, the hatchlings breath hitched as he looked down 
again . 

Ah! It dawned for all the dragons that the ones who had killed the 
poor hatchlings parents were none other than the ones yet again 
trying to kill a dragon. 

"_Lightweaver, he called through clenched teeth. The dragon shot a 
glance at the boy. He called over Diem and Noctis too and told them 
to watch the egg and hatchling as he put the satchel and Woolly Howl 
on Iris' back. _"Take me down . 

With that he slid off the Night Fury's back and was promptly caught 
by Lightweaver who immediately darted down towards the two. She 
opened her mouth and pale blue electricity gathered as she released 
the lightening shot at the two fiends. 


The surprise attack was enough to shake the weak control of the 



previous Alpha dragon. 


Lucian was placed gently in the thin snow by Lightweaver before she 
darted up to the Night Fury again. He looked to the legion of 
Whispering Deaths, while completely ignoring Drago ' s shocked 
shouts . 

"_Is that not your leader?"_ he growled to the surprised 
dragons . 

After a short pause to get over the surprise and find an answer, they 
finally broke out of their stupor and mumbled their agreements, 
albeit hesitantly. 

"_You would attack you beloved leader, your King, for the underhanded 
of a madman and his slave?"_ he asked incredulously. 

Indignant shouts were heard left and right as their mind seemed to 
clear up as they caught onto what he was saying. 

"_Then why do you bare your teeth at him, " _he gestured to the white 
dragon lying in the snow with wide eyes as he stared at the young boy 
putting himself between an army of dragons and one helpless one, 
_"when you can shred the one who dared turn you against your own 
leader to pieces. 

The Bewilderbeast ' s control over the dragons had faltered 
significantly, so much that it was impossible to sway them to do 
anything. It looked to its master a€" Drago a€" and they decided to 
retreat back into the ocean, again. The only reason for this was that 
the previous Alpha's power had been reduced dramatically after it was 
overthrown by Toothless the Night Fury. It had only been luck that 
they'd been able to control the Whispering Deaths for a short 
while . 


"a€l_Thank you, the albino dragon voiced in a loud rumble. _"You 
saved my life."_ 

"_No problem, Lucian smiled, but when he turned to look at the 
retreating figure of the Bewilderbeast in the sea, his expression 
darkened as he mumbled in a light tone, _"only wished I'd had been 
able toa€ 1 fortunately, the boy didn't say any more, but a 
terrifying sneer appeared on his face and the dragon all stepped back 
a bit . 

The Skrill landed next to Lucian together with Iris and the rest. 
Lightweaver noticed the look on his face and tried calming him by 
nuzzling his shoulder. He looked at the Skrill with wide eyes, before 
he broke into a genuine smile and scratched her chin. 

He sighed. _"We'd better get going, he murmured and turned to 
Iris . 

He put on his satchel again and picked up the hatchling. The little 
baby dragon was looking at him with wide eyes, so he smiled at him, 
and the Woolly Howl tried imitating the gesture before giving up and 
instead focusing on wagging his tail and trying to lick the boy's 
face a€" much to the disapproval of Lucian. But he was glad the young 
hatchling seemed to feel safer. 



He got on Iris and they were about to take off, but the Screaming 
Death stopped them. _"Before you leavea€ 1 know that Ia€l _we_ will 
always be in your debt, and were you ever to need our help, the 
dragon almost chuckled at the idea, partly because of the boy's 
current company, but alsoa€l there was something about him, something 
the dragon couldn't quite place, _"we would be at your side, no 
matter what, the dragon spoke sombrely. 

Lucian analysed the dragon's words in his mind. It wasn't that 
uncommon for dragons. They were usually quite honourable, and would 
repay debts with more than necessary. It was also not unusual for 
dragons to never consider a debt pay if someone had saved the life of 
someone they cared about, or their own, and Lucian had done both! Had 
he not interfered, the Whispering Deaths leader would have been 
killed and they would have become even easier to control for the now 
fleeing madman and dragon, resulting in their freedom becoming 
completely ripped from them. 

"_Thank you, I will accept your help should a situation as such 
occur, however I hope it never will, Lucian bowed his head in 
appreciation. He would not be able to refuse, anyhow, as the dragons 
were also quite stubborn in situations like this, and reinforcements 
were never a bad thing. 

The dragon lowered his own head in a bow, and as his followers did 
the same, the small group took off, heading once again south. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Thanks for reading ! <strong> 

**The next... many... chapters will be completely filled with OCs . 
Things will happen, and stuff, yep.** 


End 
f lie . 



